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Th,ere let the pealing organ blow

To the fall-voiced quire below,

In service high and anthems clear,

As may with sweetness, through mine ear,

Dissolve me into ecstasies.

And bring all heaven before mine eyes.

Inc At a Solemn Music 5 he elaborates the theme and
presents us with an actual picture of that heaven which
the sweetness of music in the ear brings (such is the
magic of imagination) in moving forms and colours
before the eyes.

Blest pair of Sirens, pledges of Heaven's joy,

Sphere-born harmonious sisters, Voice and Verse,

Wed your divine sounds ; and mixed power employ

Dead things with inbreathed sense able to pierce,

And to our high-raised phantasy present

That undisturbed song of pure concent

Aye sung before the sapphire-coloured throne

To Him that sits thereon,

With saintly shout and solemn jubilee ;

Where the bright seraphim in burning row

Their loud uplifted angel-trumpets blow,

And the cherubic host in thousand quires

Touch their immortal harps of golden wires,

With those just spirits that wear victorious palms,

Hymns devout and holy psalms

Singing everlastingly.

Grashaw speaks of 6ravished souls,* * strong ecstasies*
that carry the spirit

through all the spheres

Of Music's heaven ; and seat it there on high
In ths empyrean of pure harmony.
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